24	BIAGINARY CONVERSATIONS
Aesop. Expect no love from me. I will impart to thee all my wisdom, such as it is ; but girls like our folly best. Thou shall never get a particle of mine from me.
Rhodope.   Is love foolish?
Aesop. At thy age and at mine. I do not love thee: if I did, I would the more forbid thee ever to love me.
Rhodope.   Strange man!
Aesop. Strange indeed. When a traveller is about to wander on a desert, it is strange to lead him away from it ; strange to point out to him the verdant path he should pursue, where the tamarisk and lentisk and acacia wave overhead, where the reseda is cool and tender to the foot that presses it, and where a thousand colours sparkle in the sunshine, on fountains incessantly gushing , forth.
Rhodope. Xanthus has all these ; and I could be amid them in a moment.
Aesop.   Why art not thou?
Rhodope. I know not exactly. Another day perhaps. I am afraid of snakes this morning. Beside, I think it may be sultry out of doors. Does not the wind blow from Libya?
Aesop. It blows as it did yesterday when I came over, fresh across the Aegean,* and from Thrace. Thou mayest venture into the morning air.
Rkodope. No hours are so adapted to study as those of the* morning. But will you teach me? I shall so love you if you will
Aesop.   If thou wilt not love me, I will teach thee. „ Rhodope.   Unreasonable man!
Aesop. Art thou aware what those mischievous little hands are doing?
Rhodope. They are tearing off the golden hem from the bottom of my robe ; but it is stiff and difficult to detach.
Aesop.   Why tear it off?
Rhodope. To buy your freedom. Do you spring up, and turn away, and cover your face from me?

